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Chapter One 


AUTUMN, 1988. 
RENO, NEVADA. 


"Twelve songs in the key of A, David! You and Adrian hunkered down together for months, slaving over lyrics, 
time signatures.. ‘We're artists’, you said. ‘We won't work with the guys who wrote songs for Aerosmith’, you 
said. Months of waiting, Adrian develops carpal tunnel in both wrists, and you put twelve songs on my desk 

And every single one of them is in the key of Al" Keith Olsen, the music producer, was aghast. He had thrown 


himself over his desk in a most unbecoming manner, acting like he was dying. 


David huffed in annoyance. He was growing tired of sitting in Keith's office in their recording studio, going over 
every last detail that Keith wanted to complain about. "Oh, right, | suppose we could've done better by you. Tell 


me, what key was ‘Jessie's Girl! in? We'll record a cover of that one for the album.’ 


At the mention of Rick Springfield's hit song, which he had produced, Keith dramatically raised his head from 
his desk and fixed David with a baleful glare. "That song was a number one hit. Just promise me, David, that 
we'll get the new album done in under a year." 


"The album will take whatever time it needs," said David "Do you know how many copies we sold of the last 


record?" 

"Whitesnake sold twelve million copies,” said Keith. 
"And how much money did we earn?" David went on. 
"That's approximately-—" 


"The answer is an arseload of fucking money! We pack stadiums. We're on constant rotation on MTV. Now we've 


got a glorious new player and everyone's going to--" 
Keith groaned. "Yeah, and let's talk about that while we're at it. David, did it have to be this Vai guy? Really?" 


"Whatever's the matter now?" David puffed up defensively. He was tired of everyone second-quessing his 


choice for guitarist. 
"He's --" Keith Olsen paused for a moment, then said, "He's a little weird, David." 
Weird? "Weird! You've gone mental. Steven is a delight to be around." 


"He knows his stuff, all that sing-song-y, shreddy, guitar virtuoso stuff. But he came out of Zappa's circus 


sideshow, and he's kind of like a guitar hero as seen through a funhouse mirror." 
"That's absurd, and | won't have him spoken about like that." 


"Do you know what he said the other day, when Glenn came to record backup?" Keith asked him. David had 
hired his old bandmate from Purple, Glenn Hughes, to sing backup on the new record. It was about all the work 
poor Glenn could secure these days, bless him. It hurt David to even see him like this. Strung out, bloated, an 
emotional wreck.. Glenn was no longer the beautiful, cool Glenn from their past glory days. He had developed a 


bad reputation in the industry since he got kicked out of Black Sabbath and no one would touch him. 


"We're recording, and Glenn sings like an angel. An angel! He belts out this note that's in the stratosphere" Keith 
flung his hands into the air, his face tilted upwards as though gazing up into heaven. "And Steve Vai comes in, 
he says, ‘Wow, that really unique and cool! Then he looks at me and Glenn and says, ‘But it's not in the mode: 
The mode, David! Steve Vai just heard Glenn hit a note that could bring the dead back to life, and all he can 
think about is the goddamn mode." 


"He's an architect," David told Keith. "And he's had a hard enough time adjusting to this band. One day, 


everyone's going to see what | see in him, and you'll be the first in line claiming you saw it, too." 


Keith Olsen slumped back in his chair. "It's your band, Davia." 


"Yes," said David with finality. "It is." 


Why couldn't Keith just trust in David's good instincts? Whitesnake had delivered one of the biggest records in 


the history of records. Once you were on top, all you had to do was stay there. 


He left Keith's office, buttoning up his overcoat, only to be drawn up short at the sight of Steve Vai lurking in 
the hallway. Steve was a tall, lanky fellow, all arms and legs, but somehow he looked very small and drawn in to 
himself. 


"Oh, Steven darling.” David let out a sigh. "You heard all of that, didn't you?" 


Steve seemed to be struggling to face him. "Funhouse mirror, huh? | look all right from one angle, but then all 
distorted from another?" 


"Oh, don't take it to heart! Keith is just narked off at summat. What does he know? You look good from every 


angle I've ever seen" 


Steve shouldered his bag, then lowered his head so his dark hair covered his face. "| didn't mean to criticize 


your friend's singing. He was great" 


David flung an arm around him and pulled him close. "No more fretting about all that. Come, lets go to dinner." 
As they left the building, David's arm still around Steve's shoulders, Steve slowly began to perk up. David had 
his driver bring the limo around and they clambered into the back. 


The interior of the limo was bigger than some people's studio apartments, but Steve huddled in next to David. 
As they headed out to David's favorite restaurant in Reno, Steve swayed a little in his seat and mouthed along 
to the words in the songs on the radio. 


“Sometimes | think you must be a frustrated singer," David told him, giving him a friendly nudge. 


"Oh, | know what I'm good at!" Steve laughed a little, which made David's heart glad. "You belt all those notes 
and do all that sexy frontman stuff" The limo pulled up to the restaurant and they popped out, being whisked 
to the VIP area and seated at a beautiful table. A glass of wine appeared in David's hand as if by magic. Steve 


peered at him over the edge of his menu. 
"David, can | play something for you and you tell me what you think? Honestly?" 
"Of course!" David paused to order for them, then leaned forward to give Steve his full attention 


Steve produced a small tape player from his bag and pushed it across the table to him. "It's my next solo 
album.. it's almost finished." 


David put on the headphones and listened intently until their food arrived 


When he hit stop and removed the headphones, Steve started in with, "I know, it's kind of obscure, non- 


mainstream stuff--" 


"Steven darling," David interrupted him. "This is a brilliant record. You're going to be very surprised by the 
response you get. The people appreciate quality of this caliber." 


Steve almost glowed with praise. 


David was, truth be told, very impressed with Steve's new album. He had known Steve was a talent of a rare 
kind for some time; more remarkably, Steve wasn't some guitar-playing robot as so many of the prodigies 
were, Eddie Van Halen clones tapping away at their frets. He was excellent company over dinner, and David knew 
good conversationalists (Jon Lord was among the world's very finest). Steve was curious, well-read, and quite 


sensitive. 


"Years ago, | had these dreams, that affected me emotionally," Steve told him over his plate of pasta. "I even 
fell into a deep depression during my early twenties. These feelings -- well, | guess I'm still exorcising them. 


That's what's on the record. Just everything that manifested from my subconscious.” 
"Do you still have these dreams?" David asked him. 


Steve wound a strand of pasta around his fork. "They come and they go. | kind of can't believe I'm sharing this 


with you.” 


David dearly wished the others in Whitesnake would give Steve a chance as he had. Adrian had made it clear 
after Vivian's departure that he hadn't wanted to work with another guitarist, but his injury had necessitated 
that they bring in someone new. Tommy and Rudy formed a solid alliance that even David could not intrude 
upon, Tommy was cordial, but Rudy was so uncomfortable around Steve that David had pulled him aside one 


day to speak to him about it. 


‘lm not trying to be mean to him," Rudy had told David. "He just.. reminds me of someone." When pressed, 
Rudy wouldn't say who. David had asked Tommy, who finally clarified the matter. 


"Young, hotshot guitar player with neoclassical tendencies? Sound like anyone Rudy's lost?" Tommy had said. 
"Rhoads?" David was taken aback. "Steven's nothing much like Randy Rhoads." 


"No one took Randy's death as hard as Rudy, other than Randy's mom and fiancee," Tommy had told him. "The 
littlest things set him off sometimes." 


David still felt like that was bollocks; Ritchie Blackmore had done the neoclassical guitar maestro thing long 


before anyone else, and he saw nothing of Blackmore's shadow in Steve. Nor John Sykes, or Vivian Campbell, or 


any of the other talented but temperamental guitarists David had known. 

The bill arrived. Steve reached for it, but David waved him off, handing his credit card over to the waiter. 
"Ive got it, your money's no good here," David assured him 

Steve shook his head fondly. "You'll spoil me" 


"Nonsense." The waiter returned the card to David. As he put it back in his wallet, he told Steve, "| meant what 


| said about your music. | want you to know that." 

A smile brightened up Steve's face. "Would you like to record a little dialogue portion on it? An intro?" 
td be honored to be a part of it in any way!" 

"Great" Steve looked thrilled. "I want you. To do that with me." 


As they ambled back out to the limo, Steve turned to David and asked, "What's it like? Finally getting 
everything you dreamed of after you worked so hard for it?" 


"ll tell you once | know," David said, gesturing for Steve to climb into the limo before him. 


Chapter Two 


As soon as the limo pulled out of the restaurant parking lot, Steve reached over and held down the button 


that would close the privacy window between them and the driver. 
"Heh," said David. "Do you not like the music on the radio? | can have him change it” 


They rode along in perfect silence for one moment, two. Steve seemed to summon something within himself. He 


turned to David and looked into his eyes. 
"No, that's not why." Steve wore a remarkably vulnerable expression on his face. "David, l.. | want to." 


He then arched up and pressed his lips to David's lips. David, astonished, fell backwards and Steve followed him, 
both falling off the slippery leather seats and crashing to the floor of the limo. 


Disconnected from Steve's mouth, David's head swam. He hadn't been expecting that Steve, who had fallen 
half-on and half-off David, propped himself up on his hands and looked down at him. 


‘Oh my god," Steve groaned. "I've fucked it all up. | can't believe this!" 


"What are you--" David stumbled over his words a bit. What did he want to say? How did he feel about this? 


He certainly wasn't angry with Steve.. just surprised, and a little apprehensive. He went to sit up. 


Steve climbed back in his seat and buried his face in his hands. He drew a deep, shuddering breath. He seemed 


near to tears. 


Sitting beside him, David tenderly brushed some of Steve's hair away from his face so he could see him. 


"Steven darling, talk to me." 


"M so sorry," mumbled Steve through his hands. He lifted his face and threw his head back, looking stricken 


and embarrassed. "| -- uhm, that went way better in my fantasies.” 

Steve had fantasized about kissing David 

"In those fantasies, what did | do?" David asked him, combing Steve's hair behind his ear. 

Steve looked at him, his large, dark eyes shining and a little regretful. He was quite handsome, was his Steve. 
David had known that, of course, before he had ever invited Steve into the band. In his line of work, more 
often than not, David was around some very good-looking individuals. He just hadn't entertained the notion of 


Kissing Steve. 


"I just thought.. the way you treat me, taking me out to dinner, being so close with me all the time." Steve's 


voice sounded wistful. David at once knew that Steve had been imagining that David was attracted to him. It 

wasn't an absurd assumption, not at all. David really had been as attentive to Steve as he would be to a lady 
friend he intended to take to bed, which it was seeming more and more likely was the result Steve had been 
hoping for. 


He was stroking the side of Steve's face, now, David realized. His fingers were lightly brushing the curve of 
Steve's neck He had perhaps intended to soothe Steve, but David felt a stirring within himself; it had been too 
long since he'd had the possibility of this with another man. Now that the shock was wearing off, his body was 


responding with interest. 


Steve swallowed hard. "Anyway, if you need me to leave the band, | understand. No hard feelings. | -- uh, 


screwed up another band | was in over this same thing. You'd think I'd learn, huh?" 


Oh David hadn't expected that. He presumed it was the other David, David Lee Roth -- Steve had been in that 
band for several years. "So this is something you've been feeling for some time?" David asked him, letting his 


hand trail down Steve's neck and caress the sweet little notch that led to his breastplate. 


A shiver ran through Steve and he dipped his chin a bit to look at David's hand. "Uhm, yes. That wasn't the 
only thing that broke us up, we had other problems, but my feelings got in the way and | wasn't." He gestured 
to the long, lean length of himself. "The body type he was going for." 


David saw nothing at all wrong with his body. He looked quite tempting. His tight trousers betrayed an arousal 
that even Steve's mortification had not dampened. David wanted to see more. 


"Don't let your mind trouble you," murmured David, as his free hand joined the other to start undoing the 
first button on Steve's shirt. "You didn't do anything wrong. You just took me by surprise, is all." 


Steve gulped. David went to work on button number two. This time he was rewarded with a glimpse of chest 


hair. 
"But | must ask -- what is it that you want?" 


Steve was wide-eyed and watching intently as David's fingers did their work. David wasn't sure if it was the 
gentle rocking of the vehicle or the thrum of the engine, but Steve seemed to be vibrating, like a taut guitar 
string that's been given a good hard pluck. 


"This is good." Steve nodded as David had now made got his shirt open far enough to slip one hand inside. At 
the touch of David's hand on his abdomen, Steve dug in his heels and thrust upwards, his body so desperate 
for what he'd been craving that even the merest taste had him on the razor's edge. 


A little pleased with himself, David drew back a bit. Steve whined a little and sat up. 


"Are you taunting me?" Steve's voice sounded heartbroken. Those dark eyes, sure to be the death of him, 


stared plaintively into David's soul. Please don’t tempt me with the delights youre not willing fo give me, they 
begged him. 


"Not at all," David assured him. "But | must know if you want a night with me, or more? There are barriers to 
us being together you know. There's nothing obscene about what you're wanting, but society is less than 
perfect. | need to know before we go any further.’ 


‘Oh my god, David," whispered Steve. He came closer, half in David's lap, arms and legs inelegantly poking about 
everywhere. "I'll take anything you're willing to give me! | want you to hold me and kiss me and.. | want things 
that | don't know how to say." He squeezed his eyes shut, as though trying to hold at bay the titanic forces 


within him. 


David dearly wished he had some assurance that it was he that Steve desired, and not a substitute for the 
other David -- but opportunities like this didn't come along often. Another treacherous part of his mind 
screeched at him, this will cause the band to implode, nothing can be as it was once you cross This line-- 


David caught him by the back of the head and pulled him in for another kiss. Steve's tongue plunged into his 
mouth, thrusting in and out and drawing David's tongue along with it. Now that he had a chance to unleash 
these desires, Steve was positively savage. He had David on his back on the leather seats, alternating between 
hard, quick kisses pressed to David's throat, and the long, lascivious tongue-fucking he was giving his mouth. 
His groin pressed against David's so tightly that David's belt buckle ground into him, painfully. He had clearly 


been pent up too long. 


Wincing from the pain, Steve pulled back long enough to undo David's belt and whip it off him. He was sucking in 
deep gulps of air, his hair was wild and sticking to his face, and he looked damnably good. / can’t believe no one's 
given him this before, thought David. This side of Steve should have been allowed to thrive long ago. 


Steve worked David's trousers open and slipped a hand in. When his hand found hot, firm flesh, Steve drew a 


sharp inhale and bucked against him. Seeming to come back to himself, Steve went to kiss his mouth again-- 


The limo came to a halt and a door slammed. In a dull panic, David heard the driver start to walk ‘round to 


their door to let them out. 
"Steve, get offl" David frantically wiggled out from under him, trying to hitch up his trousers. 


Steve looked hurt, but then horrified when the door clicked and started to open. "Wait!" he yelped, vaulting 


across to grab the door handle. "Just -- give us a minute." 


Clearly confused, the driver paused. A few precious moments allowed David and Steve to compose themselves 
and stumble out of the limo. Steve carried his bag right in front of his groin all the way back into the hotel 
and David was aware that they both had mussed hair and kiss-bitten mouths. They hustled to the elevator as 


fast as possible. 


Chapter Three 


Steve pressed the button to his own floor, so David opted to go along with it. They made it down the hallway 
as casually as they possibly could, then tumbled through the doorway in a hurry, knocking into each other in 
their haste to get into Steve's suit and lock the door behind them. 


Steve flung his bag on a couch then bolted across the room to pull his shades closed. They couldn't take even 
the slightest risk of being found out. As soon as the suite fell under the sheltering darkness, David caught hold 
of Steve, brushed his hair to one side, and pressed his lips to his neck. Judging by the way Steve inhaled and 
arched up into it, he enjoyed the attention. 


Steve was pawing at him a little awkwardly, so David took the initiative and walked them towards the bedroom. 


"Oh please, David," Steve moaned, as he tried to kick off his shoes. "You won't believe how long I've been 


wanting this!" 


David could well imagine. He pulled away for a moment to shed his own shoes and trousers, Steve lavishing 
kisses on the back of his neck and shoulders all the while. This might be Steve's first time with a man, but it 
had been a long time since David had got to indulge himself in this sort of lovemaking. Steve's large hands, his 
chest hair, the scent of his body =- all of it wildly stimulating, at once familiar and yet unfamiliar. There had 
been only two other men in David's past, and he had never been the more experienced one, the teacher and 


gentle lover that he wanted to be for Steve. 


It was so dark he couldn't see much, even after his eyes adjusted. David trusted his sense of touch, the brush 
of his skin against Steve's raspy cheek, then his damnably soft lips. 


Steve tried to kick off his very tight pleather pants, and after enduring his futile efforts for several 
excruciating moments, David stilled him with a touch, then went to help him. "Uh, thanks," Steve whispered, 
sounding a little sheepish as his pants went flying into the air. David could make out the outline of him, sitting 
up on his knees, his face obscured by the fall of his hair. Steve's hands were cupping his groin. 


"Don't be shy," David told him, and reached out to him, dragging a finger down his stomach, following the trail 


down between Steve's legs. 


Steve gulped, but his hands pulled back to let David touch him. He was painfully hard, leaking, and very -- now 
David wanted to gulp. It had been longer than he wanted to admit since he'd done this, and he doubted he could 
take everything Steve had to offer without more.. preparation. Inwardly, he desperately hoped Steve wanted to 
be on the bottom this time, but out loud David purred, "Tell me how you'd like it" 


Too shy to speak, Steve took David's hands and pulled him closer, falling backward into the bed as he did so. His 
legs opened up, letting David between them. David couldn't hold back a sigh of relief. Steve absolutely wanted to 
be made love to, and David was happy to oblige him. 


"Don't be afraid," David told him. "I'll never hurt you. If you wish me to stop, say the word or place a hand on 


my arm, and l'Il stop." 
"| don't want you to stop," said Steve, as he pulled David in for another kiss. 


After love, David and Steve lay sprawled across the rumpled bed, Steve lightly dozing with his face pressed to 
David's shoulder. Every so often he'd grunt in his sleep and kiss David's shoulder. David nuzzled Steve's hair, 
brushing his nose to Steve's forehead, just relishing the presence and the feel of him. The warmth of his body 
was soothing. Feeling drowsy himself, David yawned and began slowly inching his way off the bed. He felt around 
on the floor for his discarded shirt. 


Steve, feeling cold, sniffed and then raised his head. "Where'ya goin?" he mumbled. 
David pulled on his shirt. "I can't stay the night with you here.” 

Steve sat upright in the bed, clearly startled. "What? Why?" 

Sighing, David said, "We can't be seen leaving your room together in the morning.” 


"Oh" That single syllable rang with hurt. Steve seemed to be plucking at the edge of his blanket. Hesitantly he 
asked, "Will you be back?" 


David came close, kissed Steve's lips, then another kiss to his forehead. "Of course | will. Sleep now. I'll see you 


in the morning at the studio." 
"Yeah. Okay." Steve grasped David's arm, as though to keep him there, but then released him. 


David tiptoed out of his room, then into the elevator to go to his own suite. He checked his reflection in the 
elevator mirrors. Thankfully, no hickeys or bite marks. Steve had been a tender lover -- David was half- 
tempted to go straight back to Steve's room for another round. It had been entirely too long for David. His 
blood was up, and he knew he'd be thinking about Steve's body and the offered delights for the rest of the 
night. 


He made it to his suite without incident and was undressing for the second time when he saw a blinking light 


on his answering machine. He pushed a button; a familiar voice spoke to him from the machine. 


~BEEP~ "David, you didn’t answer my phone call. You know Im arriving tomorrow from Los Angeles, night? We 
have fo pick out china for the wedding Love ya" ~BEEEEP~ 


David lit a cigarette and sat down on his ottoman. Oh yes, Tawny. His fiancee. He had never actually dreaded 
seeing her before this moment. He would have to keep her away from Steve -- damn. Damn! This would be 


difficult. Not impossible, especially for a man of his talents, but difficult. 


David crushed the life out of the cigarette in the tray. He wanted a brandy but made himself get up and take 


a shower. If Tawny arrived tomorrow morning, he couldn't let her smell Steve on him. 


Chapter Four 


The next morning, before David left for the airport to pick up Tawny, he stopped by Steve's suite. He had 
meant to speak to Steve -- perhaps to steal a few precious moments with him -- but no one answered the 
knocks to his door. 


David spent the elevator ride planning to call Steve on the car phone. But as his chauffeur pulled up and opened 
the door, David thought better of it. Wasn't a bit desperate, chasing Steve like this? He'd be on David's mind, 
when he ought to be thinking about his fiancee. Tawny. Yes, the woman he was to marry. His dream woman, 


the perfect woman, the finishing touch to his masterpiece of a life. 
If she was so perfect, if this is really what | want and need, why dad I --. David cut that thought off short. 


Tawny sat down beside him, the door clicked shut, and as the chauffeur went to get into the driver's seat, she 


faced David and let her sunglasses slide down her nose. 
David went to kiss her. 

"I don't want to get married in Reno," Tawny said. 

A few millimeters from her lips, David pulled back. "Pardon?" 


"Reno." Tawny went to dig something out of her purse. "It's got such a.. low-rent feel to it. Why can't we get 


married in Los Angeles?" 


David tried not to huff in frustration. "Because it will be a media circus, my dear. We've talked about this. You 
saw what happened at Madonna's wedding. The place will be swarming with the press and helicopters. Far 
better to have it somewhere discrete." 


"What about Lake Tahoe?" Tawny suggested. 
"That's fine," David acquiesced. 
Tawny scooted closer and rested her head on his shoulder. "| missed you." 


"As | did you," David murmured. For some reason, he felt a knot forming underneath his breast bone. What 
was this? Was he sick? As they drove up to the Mondrian, his heart began to pound madly. He didn't feel sick, 
he felt.. he felt like he had all those years ago, when Deep Purple had barely escaped from Jakarta, when he'd 
boarded the plane and sat there watching his hands shake uncontrollably. A narrow escape from certain death. 
What a memory -- David could remember the veins in his hands standing up starkly, the jolting sensation of 
the plane leaving the runway, finally carrying them away to safety. Glenn and Tommy holding one another, 
behind him where he could not see them, only hear them. The soft whimpers and the whispered words of love. 


The cold touch of his shirt on his sweat-soaked back. 
"David," Tawny said. “Earth to David." 


David startled just a bit, but recovered. "Yes, my dear. Here we are, let's get you settled in" He managed to 
exit the vehicle, but felt a little faint as he stood up. David sucked in a few deep gulps of air, trying to calm 
his pounding heart. What the devil was wrong with him? 


They made it to the elevator, and David was so preoccupied by his light-headness that he was entirely taken 


unaware by Steve Vai, who joined them in the elevator just a moment before the doors slid shut. 
Tawny, who had never met him before, didn't seem to notice him. Steve cast a glance at them, and the 
emotions in his dark eyes were deep, fathomless. David read everything in those eyes -- his heart beat 
double-time. 


Steve said nothing. He turned from them and lowered his head. His hands were curled tightly. 


The elevator dinged, and he stepped off and then stood there, just inches from David but on the other side of 
the doors and far from reach. He made no move to walk, and he did not turn around. David stared at the slope 
of his shoulders, the line of his back, his dark, longish hair. Steve stood there motionless until the elevator 
doors shut and the stifling box continued it's ascent. 


"Weird," said Tawny. 

David swayed on his feet. 

Tawny eyed him in concern. "Are you sick, babe?" 

| need -- to wash my face," David croaked out, and as soon as they reached his suite he stumbled into the 
bathroom and locked the door behind him. He sank to his knees and twisted the tap to the bathtub. With 
Herculean effort, David leaned in and let the cold water pour down on his head, soaking his hair and shocking 
his system. He drew a breath, and then another. Sitting back, he turned the tap off, and brought his knees up 
to his chest. Why did he feel like this? Why was the mere presence of Steve doing this to him? 


What had Steve been thinking, when he stood motionless? What had he wanted to say, to do? It took so long to 


know a man. David dearly wanted to know. 


He couldn't sit here like this all night. Tawny was expecting his attention, his regard, his love, his time.. 


everything in the world from him. 
David wiped the wetness from his face. He could do this -- he had a show to do. 


Tawny tapped at the door. "David, are you okay in there?" 


"Yes," he managed to say. "Just a bit overheated, | think" / cant fell you how I feel You cant know this about 
me. Ive got this thing in my chest, and if you tp me even a litte, itll spill over. 


David stumbled out of the bathroom to find Tawny cross-legged on their bed, pouring over some clippings 
from wedding magazines. She had turned down the air conditioner -- a nice thought, considering he'd lied about 
being overheated. "Come help me pick out china," Tawny told him. 

"Just pick out whatever you like, I'll put it on the gold card," David told her. 

She pulled a face at him. "I need your help! It needs to be perfect. And | can't do it alone, David." 

So he sat across from her, and made the right noncommittal hums and grunts when necessary, and agreed to 
everything she wanted. David's heart was no longer pounding, but a heavy weight bore down on him, like an 
anvil, like a harbinger of doom. He hadn't even felt like this in the worst moments of his time with John -- and 
he still had nightmares about John. 

Soon enough, it was dinner time, and David called in reservation at one of Los Angeles' most exclusive 
restaurants. Tawny changed into a ravishingly lovely gown and David changed his shirt, finishing his look with a 
gorgeous and very expensive watch that was heavy with diamonds and expectations. Another long trip down 
that elevator, like descending into the depths of the ocean. 

Once in the limo, David reached for the car phone. "Who are you calling?" Tawny asked him. 

"My daughter." 


Its super late in Germany," Tawny reminded him. "She's in bed by now." 


Chastened, David set the phone back down. He'd had a mad thought to call and wake her, to calm his nerves 


with her sweet voice, but he knew Tawny would think him mad. Tomorrow was a school day, after all 


Tawny played with his hair on the way to the restaurant. "You should touch up your dye job," she told him. 


Chapter Five 


Tawny, bless her, wanted to sleep in the next morning, so David placed a kiss on her lips and left her tucked in 


bed, slumbering like an enchanted princess. 


He reached the lobby of his hotel, and had just walked past the staff, nodding at their affectionate "Good 
morning, Mr. Coverdale"s, when he saw Steve waiting for him near the front, where his chauffeur always met 
him. 


David wanted to speak to him. That terrifying feeling washed over him again, and he felt sure he would die. He 


went numb all over. If Steve were angry with him, David's heart might burst. 


Steve seemed lost in thought; he stared at some vague point a few feet away from him, but he was not really 
seeing it. His mind was a thousand miles away. David was almost next to him before Steve gave himself a little 


shake and looked up. 


He stammered a little as he said, "David.. |, uh.. wanted to know if | could ride with you to the studio today. If 
maybe we could talk" He looked hopeful, as though afraid David might turn from him scornfully. 


Who did this to you? David wanted to ask him. Who made you feel as though | could ever be cross with you? But 


instead he said, "Of course, Steven darling." 


They sat in the back of the limo, and an eternity passed in silence as the privacy window closed, cutting them 


off from the driver. 


After a moment, Steve turned to David. "I just need to tell you that.. | was wrong to seduce you and lure you 


away from your fiancee." 


If Steve had blurted out he was pregnant, David could hardly have been more thunderstruck. "You seduced 
me?" he squeaked out. 


Steve wore a look on his face like he'd just let everyone down, and he didn't know how to make it right. "I can't 


live with myself if | didn't apologize. God, | even want to apologize to her but l'm such a coward and --" 


"Steven, you didn't seduce me. | mean, I'm hardly one to play the blushing virgin," David assured him. He 
couldn't let Steve castigate himself any longer. "l knew the consequences when we -- well, my point is, this is 


all my doing. If anyone's to blame, it's me. | couldn't resist, and truth be told, | didn't try very hard" 


Steve blinked those big dark eyes; they looked a bit moist in the dim light in the back of the limo. David wanted 
nothing more than to take him in his arms and console him, but he knew Steve would be confused by his 
intentions. 


He gathered himself, and then Steve said, "That night, | kept thinking you were going to reveal it was all a big 
joke. Get me all wound up and then yank the rug out from under me. When you didn't, | guess... | just needed to 
see it through." Steve pressed his right hand to his chin and his brows furrowed a bit. 


"And then | said all this stuff, about knowing what | was getting into. But the truth is, | don't think | did at all. 


Can you forgive me?" 


“There's nothing to forgive, darling," said David, and this time he let himself stroke Steve's hair. He wanted 
Steve visibly relax as David's hands carded through his hair. Steve gazed up at him, his expression so soft and 


trusting as though David had given him all the reassurance in the world. 


They had to spring apart again as the driver went to open the door. They stumbled out, blinded by the bright 
sunshine, until they were hustled into the studio. Steve went the other way down the hallway, but though 
David tried to pretend their little talk in the limo had resolved everything and now they were just friends and 


nothing more, he knew this wasn't really over. Not yet. 


Keith Olson was busy pouring over mixing, but one of his assistants handed David a folder as soon as he 
walked in. 


"What's this?" David asked, barely keeping the overstuffed papers from spilling out onto the floor. 
"Something the record company sent over," Keith said distractedly. "Possible opening acts or whatever." 


Oh. Whitesnake had toured with Motley Crue last time, and David was not putting himself through that again. 
He flipped through the first few possibilities. "Are these the only options?" 


"David, you're Whitesnake." Keith looked up from the sound board and raised his eyebrows. "One of the biggest 


acts on the planet. | guess you can have anyone you want.” 
"Def Leppard, then," David said grandly. 


Keith laughed a little. "Maybe not them! Don't tour with anyone that big. No one with a really insane stage 
show, either, so no KISS or anyone like that. You want to be the star attraction" 


David looked through the papers. "A British band this time. Yes, some countrymen would be just right by me." 


"There's Bad English," Keith's attendant said over his shoulder. "It's basically Journey minus Steve Perry, but 
the singer is English." 


"Why not," said David gallantly. He felt a little mad, picking out supporting bands for a tour when the album 
wasn't even released yet. Well, the record company was counting their millions he hadn't made them yet, and 
installing places for Grammys he hadn't won yet. But David could thrive under pressure -- pressure was all 


he'd ever known. 


They spent the day recording, and after a few hours, David felt like he had to get outside, enjoy the day a 
little. He called his session a bit early and impulsively decided to take Steve with him in the limo. 


"Where are we going?" Steve asked him as they cruised along to downtown Reno. 


"Nowhere really. | just felt the need to see the sights," David told him as they looked at the casinos, 
monuments to greed and the torment of hope, rising up to greet them. People were crowding the sidewalks, 
going in and out of clubs. Some were drunk, some laughing; they had their arms slung around their lovers’ 
shoulders, their cheeks and shoulders a bit sunburnt, their cleavage heaving, their skirts dangerously short. 
Perfectly imperfect, so flawed and human and delightful. 


As the limo crept along, slowing down to walking pace, curious onlookers tried to look in the windows. 

"Should we go out there?" Steve asked him. 

David shook his head regretfully. "They'll mob us." He watched as faces strained to see them, hands touched 
the darkened windows and left smudges. "It's all | ever wanted. To have their adulation, and now | have it, and 


lm in here." 


Steve nodded, and something in his expression told David he knew what he meant. "We're trapped in here, when 


we'd rather be out there. With them." 


Chapter Six 


Tawny's favorite track on the new album was most definitely "Cheap an Nasty", and while David recorded a 
vocal track for that song, she danced in the control room, sending him flirtatious eyes and blew him a kiss at 


the end. 


David gave her a hug while taking a water break. Keith Olsen was huddled over the mixing console with the 


audio engineer, twisting knobs and speaking in lone tones. 


"You sound better than ever!" Tawny told him, and the way she looked up at him made David feel like the only 
man on Earth. "| swear, David, you're so much better than everyone else.. its not even fair to the other rock 


singers to release something that good. How is Quiet Riot going to compete with you?" 
David preened a bit. "Thank you, my love. Keith!" he called to the producer. "Is that a wrap for today?" 
"Steve's working on a track for ‘Kitten's Got Claws', but you can head out and I'll finish up with him," Keith said. 


"Let's stick around and listen to Steve," Tawny said to David. "| haven't really heard him play. You only played 
me the demo versions when Adrian was playing." As they strolled down the hall to the isolation booth where 


Steve was recording, Tawny frowned and said, "Where's the other guys? | haven't seen Tommy or Rudy or --" 


"They're both recording in Los Angeles with Mike Clink," David assured her. "There's no need for us all to 


record together." 
"Who's Mike Clink? Is he any good?" 
"He came highly recommended," David said. "He produced Guns N' Roses." 


"So you'll just.. Frankenstein the songs together in the studio?" Tawny had never really paid a lot of attention 
to the recording process before. Mostly she showed up to the video shoots and occasionally watched David 


record vocals. 


‘Oh, we'll be joining them in Los Angeles in a few days." David brushed aside her concerns. "Once we're there, 
we'll hammer out any difficulties we might encounter. Not that | expect any!" He had spent years making 
Whitesnake into the kind of band he wanted it to be, they would damn well give him what he wanted or they'd 


damn well find another job. 
They entered the control room and watched Steve record a picture-perfect guitar track. When he was 
working, Steve was a finely honed machine -- every brightly colored, candy-sweet guitar lick summoned forth 


with an almost inhuman proficiency. When he was done, both David and Tawny exhaled with low whistles. 


"I think he's as good on guitar as you are on vocals!" said Tawny. 


David was as pleased with that as with her praise of his abilities -- at least someone thought he'd chosen 
right when it came to a guitarist for Whitesnake. Steve looked up from his seat and seeing them in the control 


room, gave David and Tawny a shy smile. 


While Steve was putting away his equipment, Keith Olsen approached David in the hallway. "I have to ask you 
about ‘Wings of the Storm’. Should we keep this one on the album?" 


"Why ever not!" David was a bit peeved. 
It doesn't sound like Whitesnake." 


"Nonsense. What do you know, how Whitesnake should sound? Its a fantastic song. Adrian Vandenberg put his 


entire being into writing those notes." 

"| mean --" Keith pulled a face. "What's it even about?" 

‘Its about passion and Wagner!" David said grandly. 

"Okay." Keith scribbled something on a note pad. "Probably not gonna be the first single.." 

Steve Vai met them in the hallway just as Keith was leaving. "Hi," he said softly. "I hope you liked the session” 
"Steven darling, join us in the limo," David said, taking the opportunity to throw an arm around Steve's 
shoulders and start leading him down the hallway. "You were fabulous. A mad genius. | daresay you will impress 


even yourself once you hear the finished and finessed product.” 


Once they were in the limo, Tawny turned to Steve and said, "Are you excited to be back in LA. in a few 
days?" 


‘Oh, sure." Steve smiled and ducked his head. "Really excited to continue recording. Um, with the other guys." 
Rudy, Tommy, and the currently incapacitated Adrian had decamped for Los Angeles as soon as humanly 
possible, and not one of them had made any effort to reach out to Steve in the meantime. 


"Where are you from, Steve?" Tawny asked him. 


"Oh, I'm from New York," said Steve. "Well, I'm from Long Island, its not really New York City but it's close -- 
uh--" 


"I look forward to seeing you play on tour!" Tawny told him. "lm going home to LA. tomorrow and I'll be telling 
all my girlfriends about your playing. Are you single? | can set you up with one of my friends.” 


"l-'ve got a girlfriend," Steve said, and David's blood slammed into his face. He didn't know why -- only he 


couldn't imagine why Steve hadn't mentioned a girlfriend before. Who was this mystery woman? 
"Is she a model?" Tawny asked him. 
"No, she's a musician. A bassist. Her name is Pia." 


The chauffeur opened the door for them once they got to the hotel, and David stepped out and offered a hand 
to Tawny. It was all very gallant but he felt robotic and almost out of sync with reality. Steve had a girlfriend 
he'd never mentioned? Why did this bother David? It wasn’t even his business, really. It wasn't even his 
business if Steve cheated on her (with me), he was hardly the first rock musician to cheat on a steady 
girlfriend and he wouldn't be the last. David was certainly not one to get all high and mighty. 


So why did he feel so discomforted? 

Tawny gave Steve a hug before he got off at his floor. "He seems like a really sweet guy," she said to David 
as their elevator continued its ascent. "| kinda thought he was weird at first but now | think he's just shy. And 
he smells so good! | wonder where he buys his cologne?" 


David could feel sweat trickling down the back of his neck. 


When she didn't get a response, Tawny turned questioning eyes on David. “Babe, are you okay? You're not 


getting sick again, are you?" 
"l. don't know," admitted David. "Can we order in room service tonight? Stay in?" 


"Sure, babe," Tawny told him, and they went to their hotel room. The door seemed impossibly loud as it 
slammed behind them. 


